SILENT IS THE VISTULA
j. From barges on the Vistula, the Germans were
ig their light cannons; the din of their machine guns and mine throwers was constant
"Well be a pretty-looking lot," a soldier dressed in tattered dungarees growled. "Well be smothered here, like puppies."
Hugging the wall, we waited for a lull. When it came, we ran to a house across the street, opposite the building still held by the Germans, The door was broken in. Sparrow led the way* The first apartment we entered was useless to us, Its windows faced the court.
"Let's go to the front apartment," Sparrow called We found the door locked. Sparrow tried to force it without success. Suddenly, it opened,
"What is it?" a cracked old voice asked dolefully
No one answered We entered the apartment and filed past mountains of piled-up furniture, past the dried-up figure of the owner, to the window. Sparrow looked out
"This is a good place," he announced.
The Germans were below us, and we could see them clearly. They were some fifty yards away, but at an angle from us, which made it more difficult
"How many are we?"
"Eighteen," someone answered.
I looked into my first-aid kit It was badly torn, and I had lost everything but the scissors and some bandages
"Never mind," Amela said quietly. "Perhaps you won't need the stuff this time."
Aruela was so calm it was maddening Even under fire she ran rhythmically, and looked unruffled, as if German bullets were of no importance whatsoever. I wished I could look like that
"What dd you think, Sweeper?" I heard Ratal's voice. "How about a few of us going downstairs as a cover, so they wodd not catch us all here?"
"How many grenades do you have, Rafal?"